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The crowd roars as the last song comes to an end. Nothing but endless screams fill the air inside the sold out 
stadium. It's a thrilling feeling to hear thousands of fans screaming your name as you stand in a line with your 
bandmates, throwing each other's arms in the air for one last triumphic bow. You forget about the sweat 
sticking hotly to your tight clothing, you forget about how hideous you look with all the make up smeared 
every which way. All that matters is knowing that you've satisfied the fans to the extreme, that you did your 
job to the full extent. | pride myself at accomplishing those things every time we perform. We leave the stage 


and make our way towards the backstage lounge area. 
"Best fuckin’ one yet!" David yells, clapping Tico's back loudly. 


"Someone hand me a drink! My mouth's as parched as the Sahara desert" Alec demands, plopping himself on 


the couch clumsily. 


giggling at me earlier," Richie exclaims beside me. 
| laugh at Richie's dumbfounded expression before mimicking Alec as | collapse onto the couch next to him. 


"| think we should all go out and celebrate! We've got the whole fuckin’ night to do whatever the hell we want!" 


Dave exclaims excitedly, hopping from one foot to the other. 


"Geez Lemma, got ants in your pants or what?" Richie smirks before gracefully sitting down beside me on the 


couch. 
"Oh come on guys! Where's your energy?!" 


"Well mine left the second | walked off that stage," Richie replies, releasing a huge yawn before resting his 
head on the back of the couch. 


Refusing to give up so easily, Dave reaches over and grabs onto Alec's arm, pulling him off the couch. 
"Watch the beer!" Alec snarls as he desperately tries to balance the beer glass in his other hand. 


"Oh calm down ya drama Queen, your beer is fine!" Dave protests as he drags Alec out the door. Tico looks at 
me and shrugs before following them outside to the waiting limo. 


Looking over at Richie, | notice the way his legs are spread out and the way his body glistens with drops of 
hot sweat. The sight of him is breathtakingly beautiful, but | have to look away. | can't be having these 
thoughts about my best friend, its unnatural. 

"Hey Rich, | think you should come with us, | don't think | could handle Lemma without ya" 

Richie looks at me, his eyes droopy from tiredness. 

"Jonny, | just wanna go to sleep man" 

Leaning over until I'm just inches from his face, | look deep into his eyes and give him my best pleading look. 
"Please?!" 


He gives me one of his famous Sambora charming smiles before responding. 


"Alright Jon, you win lll go." 


| jump up with energy | didn't think | had, grabbing Richie's hands in the process and pulling him up with me. 
"Let's go before Dave has a conniption from waiting.” 
We run out the door to the parked limo, climbing in quickly. 


“Bout damn time! | was gonna send Alec to go get ya guys!" Dave exclaims, giving us the stink eye as we sit 
down in the available space. 


"Hal | wasn't gonna go anywhere!" Alec retorts, holding his beer glass protectively to his chest like he would to 
a baby. He'll be passed out cold by the time we reach our destination, that I'm sure of. 


"So Lemma, where are ya takin us?" Richie asks, stifling a yawn with his hand. 


‘Its a secret! Can't telll" Dave announces, smirking when he sees Richie's glare pointing at him from a few 
seats down 


"Damn surprises, | hate them," Richie mutters before closing his eyes and leaning his head back on the seat. 


Sighing, | turn my head away from everyone and watch, with tired eyes, the lights from the city pass in a 
blur. They'll wake me up when we get there, | thought, before drifting off to sleep. 


A Spark Igniting 


"We're herel" David shouts, jolting me outta my peaceful slumber. 


"My glass is empty, | need more......more, what the hell was in my glass?" Alec slurs, tipping his glass over and 


frowning when nothing came out. 


"You're drunk Alec," Tico states, trying hard not to laugh as Alec struggles with figuring out how the seatbelt 


works. 
"No silly, you arel" Alec giggles, giving up on the seatbelt to cover his eyes with hands. 


"Jesus Christ we'll be here all night waitin’ on him!" Richie grumbles, scooting close to Alec so he can unlock 


the seatbelt from him. 

"Hey Miss, watch those hands of yours," Alec yawns, batting Richie's hands away feebly. 

"Ha, he called ya ‘Miss | laugh before getting out of the limo. 

"Go piss up a flag pole," | hear Richie mutter before following me out. 

A few seconds later, David and Tico emerge from the vehicle, pulling Alec gently behind them. 

"Wait, | left my glass!" Alec wails as we walk towards the bright lights flickering from inside the building. 
"They'll be plenty more when we get inside," David responds, before opening the huge doors. 

We're greeted by strobe lights and decorations floating above us. In the middle of the room lies a huge dance 
floor with a disco ball hanging above it, and on the sides of it are tables and chairs for people being served by 
waitresses dressed only in bras and skimpy short skirts. 

"Now this is a party!" David exclaims, jumping up and down like a gitty school girl. 


‘Oooo0 is this a strip bar?!" Alec asks, leaning against Richie for support of his wobbly legs. 


"What the fuck Alec! Are ya made of bricks or what?!" Richie bellows, steadying himself when he felt his 


weight start to push him over. 


Tico grabs Alec before Richie has the chance to shove him off and leads him over to a nearby table. David 
follows him and so now it's just me and Richie left standing there. 


"What do ya wanna do?" | yell over the blare of the music. 


"Get drunk!" He shouts back before making his way over to one of the waitresses holding a tray of shot 


glasses. He grabs four of them and walks back over to where l'm standing, handing me two of them. 


"To the success of Bon Jovil" He toasts, clinking his glasses to mine before downing both of them in two gulps. | 
did the same for mine. 


"Ya wanna dance?!" | shout, excitement surging through me like a wildfire. 

"Hell yeah, let's gol" Richie yells back, grabbing my hand and leading me to the crowded dance floor. 

We instantly blend in, moving our bodies in unison to the ecstatic beat. Richie's a fabulous dancer, | haven't 
noticed that until now. But the sight of him, swaying his sexy tanned body around is driving me insane! | have 
to do something, | must! | move closer to Richie so that our bodies brush against each other and wrap my 
arms around his neck. Yes I'm aware that there's fans around us but | honestly don't give a damn. It could just 
be the alcohol talking or it could just be my inner most feelings breaking loose. Either way, | can't stop myself 
as | grind roughly against him, planting a long wet kiss on the side of his neck and hearing him moan with pure 
ecstasy as my tongue licks up the sweat pouring off of his body. 

"Jonny, what are ya doin’ man?!" He pants, worry filling his tone a little. 


| can't stop Rich, | gotta have yal" | answer between the kisses | place all over his chest. 


| feel him shudder before his strong arms wrap around my waist, crushing me closer against him. My groin 


feels like it's on fire and | know it won't take long before the sweet release of my orgasm ignites. 


"Oh Richie! Yes yes yes!" | chant, my pants getting higher with each frantic breath. I'm almost there...just a 
little more. And then it stops, Richie's body heat leaving mine and I'm left standing alone in an empty space. 


"What the actual fuck?!" | swear with frustration. That chicken! | had him, he wanted it as much as | did! | look 
down and swear again at the sight of my tented pants. 


Gotta hide this! Damn pants are showin’ everything! 

| weave quickly through the crowd of dancers and make my way over to where David, Tico and Alec sit. 
"Hey man where've ya been?!" David asks as | tiredly sit on the chair next to his. 

"Dancing with Richie." | reply, ordering a glass of vodka before the waitress left. 

"Wow really? Was it fun?" 


"Yeah, until he ditched me. Not sure where he went." And not that | care anyway, he left me on the dance 


floor with a fuckin’ hard on! 
"Well we gotta find him soon, we've got another place to go to." 


"Dammit Lemma, you're killin’ me herel" | whine, downing my drink as quickly as it was delivered. "I just wanna 


get drunk and sleep for a fuckin’ week man!" 


"Believe me Jon, after this night is over, you'll wanna sleep for a month!" David laughs, taking a sip from his 


drink. 

"Well look who decided to show up!" Tico exclaims to the person appearing behind me. It's Richie of course. 
"Geez | was only gone for a few minutes and you're already freakin’ out!" Richie replies while walking over to 
the table and sitting down across from me. He doesn't look at me, just continues to drink his glass of tequila 
like nothing happened. If he wants to play this the hard way then so be it. l'm a pro at that game. 


"Hey Miss ya wanna dance?" Alec asks, running his hand down Richie's arm in a tender matter. 


"Alec, if ya call me ‘Miss' one more goddamn time, there's gonna be a real problem between us," Richie 


declares, pushing Alec's hand away. 
"Oooo someone's feisty!" Alec giggles before trying to drink out of his empty glass. 


"Alright Dave, where are ya takin’ us now?" | ask, trying not to smirk at Alec as he continues to drink in air 


and afterwards saying to Tico that it tastes good. 


"That's for me to know and for all of you to find out!" David answers while getting up. "Let's get this show on 
the road boys!" 


With a little help from all of us, we manage to get Alec and ourselves in the limo outside. Where could we 


possibly be going next? 


The Challenge OF Bowling 


"Jon, wake up!" 

| open my eyes groggily, yawning widely as | stretch in my seat. 

"Where are we now Lemma?" 

"Come outside and you'll find out" 

So | do along with the rest of my band mates. And when | see the sign on the building | almost laugh. 


"Bowling? Ya can't be serious David!" | smirk, thinking out of all the ideas he's came up with, this had to be the 
stupidest. 


‘Oh where's your humor man! Come on, my ass is freezin' out here!" 

We make it inside the building and are pointed to one of the empty bowling lanes at the end of the room. 
‘Im gonna cream all of you at this!" David gloats while putting on his bowling shoes. 

"Humph," Richie grumbles under his breath before picking up a purple bowling ball from the rack. 

"Hey, where's mine?" Alec pouts, pointing aimlessly towards the bowling rack. 


"Um, its called, walk over there and get one yourself!" Richie responds before throwing his bowling ball down 


the lane, getting a perfect strike. 
"Beat that Lemmal" He smirks, brushing purposely past him. 


| laugh as David gimmicks and sticks out his tongue before throwing his down the lane, having to throw it 
twice to land him a spare. 


"Aw better luck next time," Richie says, laughing when David swats him on the leg. 


| feel the couch dip as Richie sits down beside me, our legs inches apart. He still won't speak to me but | see 


him glancing over at me out of the corner of my eye. He'll give in eventually. 
"Alright Alec, you're up!" David announces stepping aside to let him through. 


Alec throws it and his aim is so off, that it rolls onto the lane next to ours, landing in the gutter. My whole 
body shakes with laughter and | feel Richie grab onto my shoulder for support as he convulses with hysterics. 


"Damn Alec, | ain't even that bad when I'm drunk!" David giggles as Alec slowly makes his way over to the 


chair across from where me and Richie are sitting. 

"He's not good when he's sober either," Tico declares, standing up to take his turn. 

"Good point Teek" 

Tico throws the ball and lands an 8. Now it's my turn 

“Alright Bon Jovi, think ya got what it takes?!" David asks, wagging his eye brows at me. 

"Oh | know | do Lemma, watch and learn" Turning my attention on the bowling lane, | fast walk down the floor 
and throw the ball, earning myself a strike down the middle. While doing a victory dance, | earn an annoyed slap 
from David and a smile sigh from Richie. | smirk inwardly. 


“Alright does this place have drinks here or what?" David asks suddenly, quickly jumping up from his seat. 


"Well there's a bar over there so l'm thinking they do," Tico points out, earning the stink eye from David as he 
walks past him. 


| sigh loudly. Just what we need is more drinks. | mean, look at Alec. He'll fuckin’ die from an overdose if he has 
anymore! David comes back with our drinks, passing them out to all of us, seeing the glare pointed at him 
from me when he starts to hand Alec one. He shrugs and downs the extra drink in seconds. 

"Hey where's mine?!" Alec whines. 

"They ran out," David lies, smirking when Alec crosses his arm with a pout. 

Drinking mine down to the very last drop, | feel the effects start to kick in almost immediately. The earlier 
drinks heightening it. Judging by the way Richie's body and facial structure is relaxing, | can tell he's feeling it 
as well. 

"This is some good stuff man," Richie says, words coming out a little slower than the average speaker. 

"Not as good as you," | reply, brushing my hand lazily down the side of his face. A small part of my brain tells 
me to stop, to not give in | move my hand away with every last bit of restraint | have left and focus on 


holding my bowling ball so it doesn't roll off my lap. 


"Lemma, I'm gonna bowl now." | say, getting up from my seat, balancing myself for a minute before walking 


forward. 


"You sure about that Jonny, you're a little klutzy!" David hollers from where he's sitting with Tico. 


‘Im fine! In fact, I'll bet ya $100 bucks that | can get a strike even while being drunk!" To prove my point, | 


staggered a little, regaining my balance on the arm of the couch. 

‘Oh, you're so gonna lose this one!” David smirks at me, laying a $100 bill on the table. 

Smiling to myself, | made my way down the isle and threw the ball, watching with triumph as it hit all of the 
pins. Turning around, | see the shocked look on David's face and start cracking up. Richie gets up and helps 
support me before | lose my balance again 

‘| believe I've earned my $100 now," | say through hysteric giggles 

"Unbelievable," David grumbles under his breath as he hands me the $100 bill. 


"Thank ya very much!" | say, snatching it from his hand while placing a wide grin on my face. 


"lm done with bowling, worst idea ever!" David declares, his arms crossed and feet taping on the floor 


impatiently. 


"Good win Jonny," | hear Richie's smooth, deep velvet voice murmur in my ear. If he still wasn't holding on to 


me, I'd be on the floor for sure. 


"Thanks Rich, | have an idea, why don't ya come by to my hotel room tonight?" | whisper back, inching my hand 
down his back as | speak. 


| hear his breath hitch before saying,"Sounds like a great idea" 


"Okay guys, get a room already!" David yells, pretending to be in pure horror as he covers his eyes with his 


hands. 


"Oh shut the hell up Lemma, you're just jealous cause ya ain't been gettin’ some action lately!" Richie exclaims, 


grinning widely as he leads me out of the building. 
David grumbles behind me but my brain is so wired on Richie that | don't pay attention to much else. 
The limo ride drags on and on. All | want is to be at the hotel and fuck the living daylights outta Richie. He 


sure doesn't know what the hell he's gotten himself into, | think to myself, grinning the whole rest of the way 
there. 


A Pleasurable Mistake 


After an hour of being on the road, we make it to the hotel. 
"Bout damn time!" David exclaims, exiting the limo. 
Rolling my eyes, | follow him out, with Richie and Tico behind me pulling Alec along. 


"Ugh he weighs like bricks man!" Richie groans, his unbalanced, drunken state not helping matters as him and 


Tico haul him towards the hotel door. 


Making it to the elevator inside, | start to feel a little nauseous and | know its not from the drinks. I've always 
hated elevators, the feeling of being enclosed in a tiny area with only one way out never fails to unsettle me. | 


feel Richie's breath on my shoulder as he stands close to me. 
"Ya gonna be alright Jonny?" He asks softly, his warm brown eyes piercing my blue ones. 
"Yeah, let's just get it over with," | murmur back, determination replacing my fear. 


The elevator ride was short, thank God. I'm the first one out when we make it to our floor, feeling a little 


breathless. 
‘lm gonna go put Alec in his room," David says before walking down the hallway with Alec and Tico. 


Richie looks back at me with a look of uncertainty. He's gonna back out of my offer if | don't do something. It's 
now or never. | wait till | see David, Alec and Tico enter the room before pushing Richie against the wall behind 
him, fingers wrapping tightly into his long brown hair and my body pressing against him so he can't escape. My 
lips touch his, instantly exploring the inside of his hot wet mouth with my tongue. He lets out a startled gasp 
that turns into a long moan as my hands work their way down his shirt. He breaks away from the kiss and 


tilts his head to side, panting heavily. 


"Jon, what the fuck man?!" He moans, pants turning high pitched as my hands touch the skin under his shirt, 


moving up to his nipples and giving them a hard quick squeeze. 

| want him. | need him. | must have him. He can't stop me, not now, not when we're so close. I'm dimly aware 
that l'm going too far, that | can't have this sort of relationship with my best friend. But for right now, | don't 
give a shit. All | care about is Richie and how he is in bed. I want to do this, | need to do this. 


"Jonny, not here man please!" 


Richie's despite wails somewhat breaks me out of my sexual haze and | step back a little, face flushed, breaths 
short. Not wanting the moment to fade, | pull him quickly towards my room, stumbling from the alcohol and 


from the haze we're still trapped in. Unlocking the door, | rush inside with Richie on my heels. He closes the 
door behind him with his foot and is pushed back against it, my body back on his. | grind roughly against him, 


igniting the deep moans I've been craving for. 


"Ohhh Richie..ughhh," | moan with pure ecstasy, leaving wet kisses on the side of his neck. | feel his hands 
grasp my ass, pressing me closer to him. | grind harder against him, movements in a frenzy. He flips me over, 
his body now covering mine, hands still on my ass. | can see his eyes cloud over with lust but he's still 


resisting. He's letting me do everything, he's holding back. 
"Rich, what's wrong?" | ask, heavy breathing making it hard to say a word. 


He lets out a small sigh and removes his hands from my ass before walking clumsily to the hotel bed. Sitting 
on the edge of it, he rubs his eyes as if tiredness just overcame him. | notice his hands are shaking a little bit. 


"Jon, what are we doin'?" 


| laugh despite the awkward situation. Here | am willing and ready and my partner isn't. Not even with alcohol in 


his system. That's a fuckin’ switch. 
"Richie, it's real simple, we're havin’ some fun" 
He glares at me from where he sits. 


Its more than that asshole, it's a fuckin commitment!" He growls at me. "This isn't some quick careless fuck, 


this isnt something ya can just forget about the next day. Once the line is crossed there ain't no goin’ back!" 
| walk towards him and straddle his waist. 


"Stop talking," | command before crushing my lips to his. He struggles a little at first but his weakness for sex 
and the alcohol settling more into his body stops any further attempt of fleeing and he grabs onto my back, 
pressing my body against him more and groaning at the feeling of my groin pressing closer to his. | grab his 
shoulders and throw my head back, crying out as Richie bits down softly on the side of my neck, his hands 
moving down to grab my ass again. My pants feel unbearably tight against his. | have to get them off. 


Pushing him back, we climb onto the bed until his head touches the pillow. Straddling his waist with my legs, | 
sit up and slowly unbutton my shirt, the whole time watching Richie'e eyes looking me up and down 
appreciatively. With all the buttons undone, | shrug off the shirt and throw it aside. | feel Richie's hands fan 
over my sides, sending goosebumps over my body, making me shiver. | see Richie smiling at me, his eyes 
glowing with undying love and anticipation. Embarrassment washes over me and | duck down to the corner of 
his neck and shoulder to hide it. His hands lower to the bulge in my pants as | kiss his shoulder, igniting a hiss 


of pleasure to pour out of my opened mouth. 


"Take them off," He whispers, pressing his hand harder into my groin 


| oblige and move back into a sitting position, unzipping my pants in the process. Pulling them off, | also toss 
them aside. Since | refuse to wear underwear, l'm fully naked in front of Richie's hungry eyes. | should feel self 
conscious, but instead | feel more alive. | feel his hands run slowly up my quivering legs. | let out a shaky 


breath as they touch my heated flesh, stroking over it gently. 

"Ohh Richie, your hands feel nice," | moan, breathing louder as he begins moving his hands faster on me, 
pumping me in a steady rhythm. | can feel the dull burning of my orgasm form in the pit of my stomach. | 
quickly push his hands away from my throbbing area and the tingling sensation stops. 

"Not yet," | pant, rolling off of Richie to get a bottle of lubrication from the night stand drawer. 


Getting back on top of him, | watch his eyes widen as | pour the gel on my hand. Reaching down, | begin 
rubbing my hand onto his erection 


My breath hitches at his words. We're really doing this. | position my body and slowly lower myself onto his 
cock, feeling his nails dig into my sides, hearing him moan | stop when the pain starts, holding myself still with 


my arms. 


him more. 


| gasp as his cock slides deeper inside me, the pain quickly ebbing away and the pleasure heightening. 


me! Fuck me...so hard!" 


| see his expression turn feral and in that split second, he rolls me over onto my back, still connected inside 


me. 


hitting my prostate. 


| scream with pleasure, digging my fingers in his sweat soaked hair as he starts a steady pace. The pleasure is 
so overwhelming, almost unbearable. And hot..so incredibly hot. | feel the tingling sensation of my nearing 
orgasm again and this time l'm not letting it stop. He's pounding into me now, one hand cupping my shoulder, 
fingers digging into my skin, the other on my cock, pumping me in time with his rhythm. | feel my blood 
beginning to boil, heat igniting my veins like wildfire. 


"Oh God! Fuck!" | cry, tilting my head back as my orgasm races up the length of my cock, spurting over my 
chest and Richie's hand. 


Richie moans and thrusts harder, face scrunching up like it does when he plays his solos, pants turning into 


cries as he releases his load into me. | feel his full weight on me as he collapses, exhaustion taking over. 


After a few minutes of regaining our strength and energy, Richie pulls out and rolls off of me, still slightly 
breathless. | haven't spoken a word since my orgasm, my voice too weak to utter a word. | turn my head to 
look at Richie, his body still glistening with sweat. | admire his face, it looks so beautiful, so mesmerizing. 
Leaning over, | place a gentle slow kiss on his lips and he returns it with his own | feel his arm drape over my 
waist, his breathing heavy with sleep. | close my eyes and wrap my own arm around his waist, feeling safe and 


secure as | also fall into a deep slumber. 


An Eventful Morning 


| wake to a massive roaring headache. My body feels as though I've been hit by a semi multiple times, 


especially down at my ass. 


"What the fuck happened to me last night?!" | mutter to myself, lifting my aching arms high enough to feebly 
rake through my disheveled hair. 


| don't remember bringing any groupies with me back to the hotel. | don't remember much of anything to be 


honest. Double fuck A little snore snaps me back to the present and | freeze. 
Shit, there's someone in my bed! 


Turning to look, | see a tall slim figure laying on the other side of my bed, half covered with the sheet, brown 


hair covering the face. 

"Okay, who is this clown?" | ask myself, trying hard to remember the previous nights events. 

My mind keeps drawing a blank and | curse again. The mysterious person shifts on the bed, brown hair falling a 
little from the face, enough for me to recognize who it is. And just like that, the images start pouring in like a 
waterfall. Me, thrusting Richie up against the wall, grinding against him. Straddling his waist, kissing and moaning. 
Then climbing onto the bed where we fucked the living daylights out of each other before falling asleep in each 
other's arms. | taste bile and grab the trash can sitting next to the bed just in time before emptying my 


stomach's contents in it. My mind goes on overdrive. 


Richie, my best friend, my songwriting partner, my brother! Holy shit we fucked! This can't be happening, this 
can't be happening! 


"Richie! Wake up!" | yell, shaking the still sleeping guitarist violently. "Come on man! Wake the fuck up!" 
He mutters something disoriented before opening one eye to look at me. 


"Geez, guess there's no need for an alarm clock!" He laughs, coughing a little as he sits up on the bed, rubbing 


his eyes awake. 


"Do ya remember what happened last night?!" | question, praying silently that he's forgotten our sexual 


encounter. 


But | can tell by the way his humored expression flipped to looking cautious and wary that his memories are 


coming back too. 


"Yeah, | do." 


"Shit man, l'm sorry as fuck for doin’ that! | had too much to drink, my head wasn't right. | got too carried 
away!" | explain, knowing all too well that being drunk is only half true. | knew what | was doing, the alcohol only 


heightened it. 


‘I'm not upset, if thats what you're worried about," | hear Richie say softly, looking at me with that same 


"Jesus man! Ya take everything with a grain of salt! | don't fucking get it! How are ya not upset or freakin’ out 
about this?!" | shout waving my arms in despair as | attempt to get off the bed, only to fall back on it as my 
body rages with pain again 


"Jon, ya need to calm down before ya hurt yourself” 
"| can't Richie! | can't deal with knowing that | fucked my best friend!" | respond, nervous tears threatening to 
spill from my dry eyes. "And | can't even get off this damn bed! How am | suppose to get through the rest of 


the week?! I'll have to be put on stage in a fuckin’ wheel chair!" 


| feel the bed dip as Richie moves to sit next to me, his hand ghosting on my back, making every strand of 
hair stick up straight. 


"You'll find a way, ya always do," he chuckles, his warm breath heating my cooled skin 


"Richie, I'm scared. |..we can't do this....for the sake of the band and our relationship, itll all be ruined," | say, 
bottom lip quivering, voice shaking. 


"You worry too much," | hear him whisper, his lips lightly touching the side of my neck. 
y P ps ligntly g Y 


"And you worry too little," | reply, listening to the quickening beat of my heart, threatening to pound right out 
of my chest. 


He laughs at that before devouring my neck with hungry kisses, licking delicately in every place his lips touch. 
Whatever resistance | had left leaves me and | turn my body towards Richie, grabbing his hair and pulling him 
in for a deep open mouthed kiss that leaves both of us breathless and shaking with need. | feel my groin 
tighten as the beginnings of an early arousal occur and | moan with sheer delight. Pushing Richie down on the 
bed, | cover his chest with licks and nips, relishing in the moans and cries that escape his lips. Its music to my 


keen ears. 
"Oh Jonny," He moans, his hands fisting in my lightened hair. 


| pant in response, moving my way down his body, hands touching everywhere except on his heated groin. It 


pops up right on cue as | reach that area, just begging me to touch it. lm not gonna give in just yet. My 
hands move up to fan over his quivering tanned stomach as | go to work placing wet kisses down his legs. | feel 
his hands leave my head to grab onto the sheet beside him, holding on tight as if his life depended on it. His 
body tenses, assumingly fighting the urge to start thrusting up. 


"Please Jomny, please!" | hear him moan, his breath ragged with the building pleasure. 


"Please what?" | ask innocently, lifting my head to look at Richie. 


need. 


Grinning, | move my hands back down, lightly running them down the length of his aroused cock. His body jerks 
under me as | continue the ministrations, barely running my hands along his cock but just enough to get some 
sort of reaction out of him. 


"Ugh Jon, you fucking tease!" Richie growls through gritted teeth, his frustration seeping out. 


| laugh before taking ahold of his cock, giving it a quick rough stroke. Richie's body shot up like a rocket, his 
moans piercing my hearing. | wait for his body to settle back down on the bed before stroking him again. He 
lifts his body up a little with his arm and grabs my head again with the other, urging me closer to his cock. | 
know what he wants without it having to be spoken and without further a do, | lower my mouth onto the tip 
of his swollen cock, swirling my tongue around the head skillfully. 


"Ahhhh fuck!" Richie yells, tightening his grip on my hair. 
His legs tremble at my sides and he pants louder and faster. | take more of him in, closing my eyes as the 


sounds of his cries fill me to a bliss. | begin bobbing up and down, using my tongue to lap in repetitious strokes. 
He starts thrusting against me, his rhythm speeding up as his muscles clench with tension 


| immediately stop at Richie's request and release his cock from my mouth. Embarrassment washes over me, 


annoyance too. He was so close! Why'd he make me stop?! Was | doing something wrong? 
"What'd | do wrong Rich?" | ask quietly, avoiding his gaze. 


"Oh god, nothin’ Jonny! | just didn't wanna endure the pleasure alone. | want us to come at the same time." | see 


his cheeks light up a shade of red and he licks his lips nervously. 


| laugh with relief and slide up his body, my lips touching his in a gentle loving kiss. | feel his nervousness 
replace with confidence as he wraps his arms around my back. | slowly begin to thrust, grinding against Richie 


in a slow circular motion We moan in unison as our cocks rub against each other. Sweat pours off our bodies, 


muscles strain as we start grinding harder and faster against each other, igniting moans and cries from our 


opened mouths. 
"Ohhh Jonny baby..l'm close!" Richie yells, his fingers digging harder into my slippery skin 


| pant harder, feeling the pit of my stomach heat up, the familiar tingling sensation burning inside me. 


cum shooting onto our stomach and chest. 


| feel Richie tense under me, his teeth clenched and his face scrunched. 


His cries ebb away as | collapse onto him, well spent. | feel his arms relax around me, his pants echoing mine 


as we relish in the high that just overcame us. 


We roll off each other after our energy replenishes, our breathing slower and more relaxed. | feel him turn on 
his side next to me, his arms holding me close to him. | know we shouldn't go back to sleep, we have a concert 


later today, but exhaustion proves to be too much and we fall back into another peaceful slumber. 


Resistance In the Air 


"Jon, get your lazy ass out here now!" 


| groan softly before rolling over on my back, eyes straining to open. | hear a loud knock on my door and David 


hollering at me again. | look over at the clock sitting on the right stand drawer. Its 5:00 PM. 

"OH SHIT" 

Bolting up, | quickly throw on a pair of shorts and a tank top before heading towards the door. | hear a sigh 
behind me and curse again. Running back to the bed, | hit Richie in the head with my pillow. He groans, shielding 
his face with his hands. 


"What the fuck was that for Jon?!" He grumbles before letting out a huge yawn 


He looks so adorable laying there, sprawled out on his side of the bed. | mentally shake myself and focus on 
the task of him getting out of my bed without David barging in like a maniac. 


"Get up before Lemma comes in herel I'd rather him not see you laying on my bed with only a thin sheet 
covering your junk!" | hiss, throwing him his black skin tight leather pants and the star patterned shirt he had 
worn last night. 


"They'll all have to know sooner or later," Richie mumbles, quickly dressing himself. 


"Yeah, but now's definitely not the appropriate time!" | reply, heart beating a mile a minute when | hear the 
door knob move. "Quick, go hide in the bathroom" 


‘Oh come on Jonny really?" Richie huffs, hands on his hips, face at a scowl. 
"Go before I'll consider punishing you later," | say, only half meaning it. 


Richie laughs before walking into the bathroom, climbing into the tub and pulling the shower curtain over to 


cover himself. 

| turn around just as David, Tico and Alec came barreling through the door. 

"Jon what the fuck have ya been doin’ this whole time?!" David asks, his temper flaring at every second. 
"Sleeping," | say calmly, sitting down on the end of the bed in front of them. 


"Do ya have the slightest idea what time it is?! We have a show in 3 hours!" David yells, looking very comical 


as he starts waving his arm wildly in the air as he speaks. 


"David, ya look like a chicken with it's head cut off" Alec snorts, smirking as David shoots him a dirty glare. 


"Yeah Lemma, stop embarrassing yourself, it ain't very flattering," | chime in, laughing when David slaps me on 


the knee. 
"And where the hell is Richie?! He ain't in his room, | can't find him anywhere!" 
| swallow another laugh. If only he knew. 


"| don't know. Did ya check the bar? He's probably there,” | reply, praying that Richie wouldn't make a sound. 
The last thing | need right now is the stress of telling them the truth right before the concert. 


"Alright, we'll check there. But seriously, fix yourself up. Ya look like ya just came out of a zombie movie with 
your makeup and hair lookin’ like that!" 


| let out a breath | didn't even realize | was holding as they close the hotel door behind them. | hear Richie exit 


the bathtub and see him appear from the room, his usual grin plastered on his face. 


"The bar? Ya know, | do go to other places in my spare time," He smirks, walking over to the tall mirror 


positioned across from the bed, examining himself thoroughly. 
"Well excuse me for not coming up with a list!" | say, annoyance showing through the tone of my voice. 


Richie puts his hands up in mock surrender, laughing when | give him the bird. | stand up and walk over to 


where he stands, arms draping around his waist. 

"Do | really look like a zombie?" | ask, looking up at Richie's mesmerizing eyes. 

He looks down at me and smiles before placing a slow gentle kiss on my soft waiting lips. 

"Not even a liHle,but ya should fix your makeup a bit," He responds, brushing a strand of hair from my eyes. 
"As for the hair, all ya need is a bit of hairspray and ta dal The image of sexy rockstar Jon Bon Jovi is 
complete!" 

He gives me another kiss on the lips before straightening up and examining himself again. 


"As for me, | need some work." 


| unwrap my arms from him as he moves to get my makeup kit out of my suitcase. Watching him put on 


makeup fascinates me, it always has. Why? | don't know. 


He moves out of my way when he's finished, giving me time to reapply my smeared eyeliner and mascara 


before reclaiming his spot at the mirror to hairspray his messy hairdo. 

"Okay, now time to choose an outfit!" | declare, happy with my facial appearance enough to stop perfecting it. 
Rummaging through my wardrobe, | finally find what I'm looking for; my favorite multicolored shirt that left 
my stomach fully exposed and my golden colored skin tight pants. Holding them up for Richie to see, | see his 
expression change from neutral to alive with fiery energy. 


"You're gonna kill me tonight in that outfit," He says, his voice low and seductive. 


| laugh before striping out of my current outfit, having the other on in record speed. Richie just sighs and 
shakes his head, trying to ignore the slight stir in his groin as he eyes me in my new outfit. 


"You are a damn tease, ya know that?" 


| smile and skip over to where he stands, throwing my arms around his neck, standing on my tiptoes to reach 


his full pouty lips. 

"Yes | do know that," | whisper, sucking softy on his lower lip. "But we both know that ya love me for it” 

He moans with submission before grabbing my ass and pulling me up off the floor. | wrap my suspending legs 
around his waist, pressing myself eagerly to the intensified kiss. | feel the beginning of an arousal creeping up 


on me and | quickly break away from the kiss, slightly breathless. 


Doubt creeps up on me again Why are we doing this? Why all of a sudden after all this time of being together 
that this is happening now? | can't do this, not with Richie. We'll be ruined. 


"Richie put me down, we need to talk," | say, seeing the disappointed look in Richie's eyes as he sets me back 


down on the ground. 


"| don't think we should go through with this," | begin, looking away from Richie's gaze. "This is all too much to 
handle at once. The tour's too big of a stress as it is, this just add to it alll" 


"Jonny, don't think that way! We'll get though it!" Richie responds, his voice shaking slightly. 


"Richie, ya don't understand! My image will be be ruined if anyone finds out about this! The band will be 


doomed! Our fans will hate us! Hell, David, Tico and Alec will probably disown us too!" 
| look up at him then and | see anger and hurt cloud over his usual warm inviting chocolate brown eyes. 
"Is that really all you're worried about?! You're fucking image? The press? Fuck them Jon, who gives a shit 


about them! They're nothing! They don't know us, they don't know what we have to go through on a daily 


basis!" He spat, hands clenching at his sides. 


"They do matter Richie! When they start spreading rumors or facts, it gets the fans talking and | don't want 
them speculating that something's going on between us. | don't wanna be labeled as someone who fucks any 
man he sees!" | shout back, trying to get Richie to see my point of view. But | know that he doesn't, once he 
sees something his way, he's rarely convinced to any other way. 


"Well if you are so worried about your fuckin’ image and about our damn future, then maybe ya should've 
thought twice about fucking me and then giving me a fuckin’ blowjob to top it all off" He seethes, using his 
height to his advantage as he towers over me. 


"I didn't think. | ignored what the consequences could be! But | can't ignore the fact that the risk is too great 


anymore. I'm so sorry!" | say, body shaking with nervousness, tears pricking the corner of my eyes. 


"Well l'm sorry too Jon, I'm sorry for letting my emotions get the better of me, cause apparently, this was all 
just one big fuckin’ mistake!" 


| watch Richie turn away, and storm out of my room, the door clicking shut behind him, leaving me alone and 


helpless. 


Dizziness washes over me and | stumble over to the bed, collapsing tiredly onto it. My hands feel clammy and 
my breathing quickens. What have | done?! Why did | start this? I've fucked everything up! Its all my fault. If | 
hadn't been such a dick and persisted to having Richie then we'd all be fine! But no, | just HAD to fuckin’ sleep 


"Ugh!!!" | scream loudly, not caring who heard me on the other side of the wall, 
I'm in deep shit and there's no way out. No way of getting around it. Why did Richie have to be so damn 


irresistible?! Why did | have to have him so fuckin’ bad?! And then it hits me. Reality. The real truth. The real 


reason for my fear, my denial, my resistance. I'm in love. I'm in love with Richard Stephen Sambora. 


In and Out of Love 


The world freezes in my mind at the sudden conclusion. Richie? l'm in love with Richie?! Fucking hell! 
"Well this just got a lot more fucking complicated,” | mutter, standing up slowly from the bed. 
What the hell am | gonna say to him?! I've already fucked things up enough between us! 

| can't tell him now, he'll think I'm nuts! He'll think I've gone completely insane!" 


| pace back and forth, trying to come up with an idea to get me out of this torturous situation But my mind 


is worn out from exhaustion, too stressed to think 

"To hell with this," | finally say, before exiting my hotel room 

| don't wanna tell him, | cart tell him. He won't understand, not after the rejection speech | just gave him. 
Without wanting to deal with my phobic fear of the elevator, | start walking down the flight of stairs leading to 
the main floor. As | enter the lobby, | see Alec, Tico and David standing by the entrance door. Richie's with 
them. 


Ah fuck. 


"There ya are! | was beginning to worry that ya died or somethin!" David exclaims, clapping me quickly on the 


back before facing the others. 


‘Oh you know Jonny, he's always gotta make himself look like the prettiest straight man for the ladies!" Alec 
giggles, wagging his eye brows playfully as | give him the dreaded stink eye. 


After my sexual encounters with Richie, I'd hardly call myself a "straight man" anymore. The idea of that 
makes me feel a little nauseated and | swallow heavily to suppress it. This is not the time to be thinking about 


my personal issues. The concert is what matters now. 


‘Okay guys, we've got a lot of work to do! Let's get this show on the road!" | shout, smiling a little as the guys 


whoop and holler with joy as we walk outside to the waiting limo. 


We all get in and the feeling of dread hits me again when | see that the only available seat left is next to 
Richie. 


Just my fucking luck 


As | sit down next to him, he shifts his body away, head purposely turned from me. | sigh quietly. | know it's 


gonna take a lot to get him to forgive me, | just hope that he will. | can't imagine working with him in the band 
if he doesn't. 


The car ride is short, I5 minutes to be exact. I'm the first one out as we come to a stop at the stadium's 
entrance. | can already tell that it's huge, bigger than what we've ever played at before. And it's a sold out 
show, which means every seat in that huge stadium will be filled No pressure right? 


"Okay guys, you know what to do. Let's get our instruments and plug them in, make sure everything works," | 
instruct, leading the way as we enter the arena It feels like years flying by as we make our way to the stage, 
all the while my mind nervously thinking about the concert that's a short time away. | walk up the ramp to 
the stage and fast walk over to my microphone. Turning it on, | start going over sound checks, making sure 


everything's working properly and that the sound is loud enough. 


"Checking one, two, three," | say, tapping the microphone and cringing a little as it lets out a high pitched ring in 


response. 
"Okay turn the microphone down a little!" | shout at one of the crew members. 


| check it again, satisfied when no high pitched ringing greeted my resporse. | look over at Richie, who just 
plugged his guitar into the amplifier. He's playing his favorite guitar, the Kramer Jersey Star one, customly 
made. | watch as he begins a rift, playing melodies and harmonies that are mesmerizing together, knowing that 
the crowd will go wild at them when it's time to perform. My gaze is locked on him, my feet rooted to the 
floor. He has that way about him, the skill to capture every single person in the audience. He makes them not 
wanna leave, not wanna shout ridiculous things to make us more nervous. Instead, he makes them stand on 
their feet and cheer. Occasionally ya get the wild drunk party girl who somehow manages to get onstage and 
then proceeds to practically fling herself onto him, but like everything else, he takes it with a grain of salt and 


grins like a total sex driven goon 


My hypnotized state diminishes as he plays his last note, the satisfaction showing clearly on his face. He looks 
over at me and our eyes lock. | swallow nervously and look away, embarrassment washing over me yet again. 
lm a nervous wreck around him now. I'll have to talk to him after the show, we can't act like this around each 


other, it won't work. 


Wanting time to myself like before every other show, | walk towards the backstage area, not once looking in 
Richie's direction, but | give Tico and David a quick nod as | brush past them. | reach my dressing room and 
walk inside, shutting the door silently behind me. My setlist written in my notebook is sitting on the coffee 
table and | pick it up, examining it thoroughly. The song choices are good, the band is good. But helll | can't 


the dull aftermath of the intense rough sex that | shared with Richie. | groan miserably and collapse onto the 
nearby couch, covering my face with my shaky hands. 


For what seems like minutes turns into hours and | hear a knock on my door. 


"Come inl" | yell, straightening up on the couch, trying my best to shove the weakness and tiredness away 
from the soon to be eyes that will watch my every move. 


"Jon! We're performing in 5 minutes!" David exclaims as he enters my room, acting frantic as usual before 


every concert. 


"Calm down Lemma, | was just about to meet up with ya guys!" | say, rolling my eyes as he sticks his tongue 
out at me. 


Exiting the room with David on my heels, | see Tico, Alec and Richie waiting by the stairs leading up to the 
stage, all looking excited with anticipation We form a circle and stick our hands through the middle of it, piling 
them on top of each other. 


"Okay, like every show we've done so far, | want us to just have fun. Just go out there and show them what 
we've got, what we're made of. Make them scream, make them holler, make them laugh, make them dance, but 
most of all, make them sing their hearts out. Let's make this a great night, another mark in our history. To 


Bon Jovil" | say, whooping and hollering with my bandmates as we throw our hands in the air. 


| watch as they go on stage first, the crowd screaming with ecstatic energy. Then the sounds of In and Out of 
Love fills my ears and | bounce up the stairs to the awaiting audience. Their screams heighten as | skip over 


to the microphone, moving my body to the rhythm of the song. 


"Running wild! Set to explode in the heat!" | sing into the mic, running my hands up and down the stand while 
thrusting my body in time with the beat. 


"You won't tire, ‘cause baby was born with the beat!" 


| grab the mic and continue to sing as | strut over to where Richie's standing, hoping that he'll show some kind 
of forgiveness, some kind of sign that things are good between us again He glances at me as | stand next to 


him, and | wrap my arm around his shoulders, hoping my gesture will be enough to show him that I'm sorry. 
"In and out of love!" We sing together, the glitter in his eyes are nothing but fierce with energy. 


He turns his body towards mine, his lips inches away as he shares my microphone. My heart beats a mile a 
minute, fresh sweat pours down my face. Is that a smirk | see on his face? | can't tell, my brain is too wired 
on the fact that the only thing separating our bodies from fully touching is his guitar, which | now have the 
sudden urge to rip away from his long muscular arms and tackle him to the floor. | shake myself inwardly and 


mentally scold myself as | dance back over to my microphone stand, placing the mic back on top of it. 


This is gonna be one long fucking night. 


